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Captain Cunningham. Won't you let me talk to him for a few minutes,
sir?"
The lieutenant stared hard at me. " A few minutes ? What good
would a few minutes do ? You'd only sympathise with the prisoner,
and he'd be more discontented with his lot. But that's neither here
nor there, Mr. Wiswell. Orders are orders, and my orders are that
when a man's sent to the Black Hole, no person shall hold com-
munication with him."
" But if a prisoner's being unjustly treated------"
" Have no fear, Mr. Wiswell," the lieutenant said. " I'll look into
that. I'll make inquiries at once."
" If you find I'm right," I said, " I assume you'd have no objec-
tions------"
" Objections ! " the lieutenant cried. " If Leigh ton's been unfairly
treated, you can spend all your days with him so far as I'm con-
cerned ! Come back here to-morrow, Mr. Wiswell. "We'll have a
glass of wine together, and perhaps your friend will join us."
Lieutenant Maynard's face, when I mounted the gangplank of
the Canterbury on the following afternoon, told me without any words
from him that Cunningham had been too much for us. He was angry*
and he was regretful too, and he voiced his thoughts as strongly as
an old and timid naval lieutenant was able. " Devilish unfortunate !
If I'd suspected this, you'd have seen Leighton yesterday, orders or
no orders ! " He put his hands beneath his coat-tails and flapped
them angrily.
" I might have known it," I said. " I believe there's no limit to
what Cunningham will do when he hates someone."
" Oh, you're quite wrong, Mr. Wiswell," the lieutenant said,
" Nobody could have been kinder than Captain Cunningham. He
had nothing to do with moving Leighton from this vessel. Indeed,
I've rarely seen a kinder man than Captain Cunningham."
I thought back to the days when I had first seen Cunningham
calling affable greetings at.us from the open door of Benjamin
Thompson's office. I'd thought Jiim kind then too ; and surely I
couldn't blame a man who was still a lieutenant at the age of fifty
if he too had failed to see beneath Cunningham's warm smile.
*Maynard looked defiant. " I know what you're thinking," he said,
" but I assure you you're wrong. I went in person to see Captain-
Cunningham. At first, when I mentioned Leighton's name, he didn't
recall him."
" Nonsense," I said.
" No, no," Maynard said. " Not nonsense at all i You're preju-
diced ! He really looked quite blank at my mention of the name. He
didn't remember Leighton till I reminded him that Leighton had